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Look at the pain you caused 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this about a week ago and l'm really proud of it tbh. Hope y'alls like it, | guess. 


Cliff paced to and fro in the dark room. He couldn't stand the sound or sight of James crying every night he 
was alone, and he couldn't stand the fact that neither Lars nor Kirk came in to calm him down. He ached to ask 


him what was wrong, but he wasn't able to. He didn't have the strength. 


He hated knowing that everyone had lost something of an older brother. He hated having to watch his 
bandmates slowly unravel in front of him. Suddenly, he heard pleading and crying from outside the door and it 


flung open, revealing the boys -- if you can even call them that anymore. 

Lars' hand covered his mouth in fear of saying anything that would anger James and Kirk sobbed solemnly 
beside him, but that's the only glimpse of them he caught. James rubbed his hand over his face and sat at 
his small desk, then pulled his laptop in front of him and turned it on. 


Cliff got closer and looked at the date. August 24th, 2001. He sighed, put a hand on James’ short hair, and 


began slowly stroking. He knew James couldn't feel him, but it was the best he could possibly do. He saw that 


he was writing an email, so he got closer and read what was being typed. 
"Robert, 
We all liked your playing style, man! We haven't heard a song be played like that since Cliff" 


The letters stopped coming out. Cliff looked at James and saw that he was crying harder than before as if 
some kind of intense fear had caught him and wouldn't let go. He looked the way he would when he'd break his 
wrist skateboarding, or when he would think too hard about everything and all the things that came into the 


complex mind he possessed. 


Cliff severely wanted to comfort him but he knew he couldn't. No matter what he could do, James wouldn't 
feel it. "It should have been me.." He whimpered as he sobbed. "It should have been me who died." He added. 
Cliff wanted to outrage. He knew damn well James shouldn't say he should have died. He loved James dearly and 
it hurt him to hear his words. Cliff shook his head, rubbed James' hair one more time and then finally closed 
his eyes. 


When he opened them, a few hours had passed and James was now sleeping soundly at his desk, a few bottles 
of Whiskey and a bottle of tequila next to him. Cliff frowned, and watched over him the whole night in case he 
had another nightmare like he did when he still lived 


Everything was going wrong. Cliff couldn't stop James from drinking himself stupid and now, he was doing 
something unimaginable. Cliff followed him outside where he got into his car and started it, then began driving. 
The radio was playing a song Cliff didn't recognize, then he heard James’ voice and was shocked. He looked on 
down the road and closed his eyes for a moment. "You make me smash the clock and feel..l'd rather die behind 
the whe--" before the lyric had finished, James swerved his carhead on into the oncoming Kennworth truck on 


the opposite side of the road. 


Cliff tried screaming, but he couldn't. When the dust settled, he saw that James' body was decimated and 
mangled in the violent crash that killed him. He closed his eyes as he cried and when he opened them again, he 
was no longer in the dark ditch they had once resided in. Instead, he was just in the black nothingness he 
stayed in when he wasn't with the boys. 


In the distance he saw someone new. Someone with long, curly hair. They were in skinny jeans, hightops, and a 
leather jacket. His breathing froze when he realized who it was. They turned their head and Cliff saw their 
deathly cold blue eyes staring back at him. And what tipped the scale was their nose. A little button-like nose 


that resembled a lion's. 
James. 


He ran to Cliff and tackled him into a tight hug, nearly crying. "Holy shit, you still exist." He said softly. Cliff 
hugged him back just as tightly and pulled away to look at him. Instead of looking like he did the last time he 


was seen alive by Cliff, he looked like he did the last time Cliff was seen alive by him. "Of course | still exist. | 
was watching over you as you got older and older. The crash you died in absolutely horrified me, because | 


saw your body all.mangled..." He trailed off. 


He then thought of something to do. "Should.should we go check on Kirk and Lars?" He asked James with a 
concerned look on his face. He forgot that they hadn't died. James nodded quickly and Cliff brought him to a 
world between purgatory and earth where they could watch on without being sensed. "Look at them..." Cliff said 
as he saw Lars fall into Kirk's arms, both sobbing uncontrollably. 


"Look at the pain you caused.” 


